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existence the large airs of the world, freighted with lusty
smells of sweat and strife and danger. Jack never forgot that
breakfast, and one is safe in assuming that the maiden ladies
never forgot his hair-raising fiction stories.

When the going got too tough, when middle-class doors
remained locked, when the big house on the hill refused him
scoffings and he could no longer stand his hunger, he would
go to the poor section of the town, to the shack with its
broken window stuffed with rags and its tired-faced mother
broken with labour. Here he could always find something
to eat, for the poor never withheld from what they needed
for themselves. From these experiences Jack later said that a
bone to the dog is not charity; charity is the bone shared
with the dog when you are just as hungry as the dog.

Best of all Jack liked the exciting and dangerous contests
with the train crews, for he was out to prove that he was
the greatest Tramp Royal on The Road, the Prince of
Hoboes. He would run ahead of the crack Overland in the
darkness before it left the depot and when the first blind
came past jump on. The crew has seen him. The train is
stopped. He jumps off and runs ahead into the darkness.
This time the brakeman rides the blind, but there is no
entrance to the train from the blind; before it is going very
fast he must drop off and catch a rear car. Jack stays so far
ahead of the train that the brakeman has dropped off the
blind by the time it reaches him. and he can safely jump on;
safely, providing he doesn't slip and kill himself. He thinks
he is secure, but in a few moments another brakeman who
has ridden the engine comes after him. The train is stopped.
Jack jumps off. He runs ahead. This time when the train
comes past the brakeman is riding the first blind, so Jack
jumps on the second one. The brakeman drops off the first
and jumps on the second. Jack drops off the opposite side
and sprints ahead for the first blind. The brakeman pursues
him, but the train is picking up speed and the brakeman
cannot catch up. Once again Jack thinks he is safe . . . until
the fireman plays a stream of water on him . . . the train is
stopped ... he sprints ahead into the darkness. . . .